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	1. i

**Author's note:** I've been itching for MinaSaku and Sakura-centric time travel, so here's my stab at both. Since I'm feeling particularly masochistic, I'm doing this in 100-word chapters. I'll try to post several chapters in bulk and update as demanded.

Also, I'm kind of bitter that the Fourth Shinobi World War lasted a grand total of two days, so I'm dragging this shit out. Prepare for blood and trauma, my friends.

**Genre:** Action/Adventure/Romance/Tragedy

**Pairing:** Minato/Sakura

**Rating:** M

**Summary: **Epoch; noun – the beginning of a distinctive period in the history of someone or something. Join us as one Haruno Sakura stumbles through the very fabrics of reality to preserve the epoch of Konoha's Yellow Flash. A temporal adventure told in 100-word bits. MinaSaku.

**Disclaimer:** If I owned Naruto, it would be known as Sakura.

* * *

><p>i.<p>

* * *

><p>Blood and ash smeared itself across the six years that endured the Fourth Shinobi World War, leaving remnants of the Great Nations to pick up where the defeat of a slighted Founder and a psychotic rabbit goddess left off.<p>

Each death left one Haruno Sakura a little more jaded than the last, until her former-sensei-turned-Rokudaime's request hardly made her flinch.

Still, "Can no one else be sent?"

Though tired, those grey eyes did not spare their steel. "Naruto would have died for this opportunity."

"Again," she said dryly, reaching for the scroll all the same.

"Again," was Kakashi's quiet acquiesce.


	2. ii

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>ii.<p>

* * *

><p>Callused fingertips pried open the scroll, and flinty eyes of jade scanned the carefully scrawled characters. They lifted and pinned the Copy-Nin with their verdant intensity.<p>

"How is this meant to work?"

"You will be there when he needs you, and when your task is complete, you will move forward in time."

"I am playing the part of a glorified babysitter."

"You will be preparing him for the night of the Kyuubi attacks."

"And what if my presence changes that?"

His voice lowered, soft but stark in the jarring silence of the Hokage's office, "You will make sure it won't."


	3. iii

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>iii.<p>

* * *

><p>"I could destroy the world as we know it."<p>

Kakashi's smile was as small and bitter as her blackened, shriveled heart felt. "Any changes you make will be preferable to this, Sakura."

Preferable to a world without Naruto, a world where only two members of Team Kakashi live and breathe, a world where the costs have far outweighed the benefits.

In all her twenty-four years, Sakura had never felt so tired.

"I assume you have a way to convince the Sandaime that I will not be a threat?" Her unspoken acceptance eased the lines of tension in her sensei's face.


	4. iv

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>iv.<p>

* * *

><p>Another scroll was tossed in her direction, and she caught it with ease. "That should explain everything to Sandaime-sama in detail, and it will cover your later jumps through time, as well."<p>

"Assuming that what I do sticks when I move forward."

"It will stick. There is no one left alive who can go back and change it once the jutsu is set in motion." After all, Obito was gone. Madara was gone.

"No pressure or anything," she snarked, feeling dread seep into her marrow.

"If things had been different," _If more people were alive. _"I would still send you."


	5. v

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>v.<p>

* * *

><p>There was nothing to be said to that. Instead, she said, "No goodbyes, then?"<p>

"It would be best if you did not." She had already bid all of her most precious people farewell, anyway.

"When do I leave?"

"After you pack."

She turned on her heel to leave, to prepare for her last hours in this time, but his voice stopped her short, "Sakura."

Her eyes found him over her shoulder.

"Go easy on him. You both have a trying journey ahead."

With a nod, she pushed through the door and was gone, swallowing past the lump in her throat.


	6. vi

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>vi.<p>

* * *

><p>Konoha was quiet as she exited the Hokage Tower. Even though it was only early evening, the streets were no longer choked with jovial merchants and shrieking children.<p>

Sakura suspected it was because the village still mourned the loss of its number one hyperactive, knucklehead ninja. Gods knew she did.

Her apartment was dark when she entered, and something heavy and final settled in the pit of her stomach. This would be the last time she saw this place, this _time_.

The medic leaned back against her closed door, surveying her home. With a sigh, she pushed off to pack.


	7. vii

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>vii.<p>

* * *

><p>Packing light was simple. Her favored weapons would draw too much attention, as they were much more efficient than that era's arsenal; she settled for a handful of explosive notes and the standard, mass-produced kunai and shuriken.<p>

Team Seven's photo was tucked into her chest bindings, despite the more rational part of her brain - the one formerly dubbed Inner Sakura - informing her that such evidence would be damning.

Everything was sealed into a single scroll, and she tucked that and her two mission scrolls into her kunai pouch. No time to waste; Kakashi was waiting at the tower.


	8. viii

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>viii.<p>

* * *

><p>He met her in one of the subbasements, seals covering every inch of wall and floor. His smile was wearier than she felt. She returned the sentiment with a grimace, pulling the photograph from beneath her shirt. She held it out to him and pretended she didn't see the look of naked pain in his face.<p>

"Ne, keep it safe, sensei?" Her attempt at lightheartedness fell flat. He rewarded her attempt with a crinkly-eyed look that made her insides seize with longing for simpler times.

"Always, Sakura-chan. Are you ready?"

"As I'll ever be." _Why couldn't Naruto do this, instead?_


	9. ix

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>ix.<p>

* * *

><p>She strode to the center of the room with a hollow sort of feeling. The air thrummed with energy once she settled in the center and the fine hairs on her arms stood on end.<p>

Kakashi's look of utter regret did nothing to soothe her raw, fraying nerves, but she sent him a tremulous smile all the same.

"You always were my favorite student," he said as she choked on her tears, "They would be so proud of you."

So many faces flashed before her mind's eye as the increasing weight of chakra pressed on her.

Then, the pain began.


	10. x

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>x.<p>

* * *

><p>There is no pain in the entire world quite like the very weight of the universe ripping you in infinite directions simultaneously.<p>

But her beloved sensei, bless him, directed that chakra and pressure and pain _back_, back before Haruno Sakura was even an inkling to be pondered.

Reality seemed to catch on after the jutsu shoved her back, dragging her the rest of the way, beyond anything and everything the mortal mind could process.

Time and space promptly ripped itself open and deposited the wayward kunoichi roughly, dropping her smack in the middle of one of Konoha's many, sprawling forests.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's note:<strong> These chapters are cranking themselves out, but I'd still like to know what you guys think!


	11. xi

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xi.<p>

* * *

><p>Her head pounded with a Tsunade-sized headache and the urge to vomit was a strong one. Pain radiated from every cell as Sakura pushed herself into a seated position, and she willed the world to stop spinning so she could regain her bearings.<p>

Limbs? Check.

Scrolls? Check.

New time period? Debatable. Investigation was needed.

"No time like the present," she muttered wryly as she stood. Her surroundings were clearly Fire Country, and the foliage's density spoke volumes of her proximity to Konoha.

But the question is: which _way_?

Snarling her frustration, the medic whirled on her heel, towards the sun.


	12. xii

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xii.<p>

* * *

><p>While she searched for Konoha's looming gates, Sakura prepared.<p>

Her Byakugou no In was shifted from her forehead to reside just beneath her left breast.

Her jounin flak jacket was unsealed and shrugged on.

Her hitai-ate was pulled from her kunai pouch and used to tie her hair back.

She pumped chakra into her adrenal glands, to look the part of a recently-returned shinobi all whilst taking the edge off her untouched reserves.

Pushing sweat-dampened locks from her face, a weary smile tugged at her lips when the gates came into view, despite herself.

She still couldn't shake her homesickness.


	13. xiii

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xiii.<p>

* * *

><p>The chuunin at the gate gave her hitai-ate a single glance before waving her inside with a grin. The level of trust shown shook her to the core. How long had it been since she placed faith in others so readily?<p>

Managing a smile, she strode inside a Konoha decades younger than she remembered.

It was an entirely different world; children laughed and played with abandon and their pleasure was infectious to those around them. Happiness was displayed with ease.

It reminded her so much of her own childhood that it knocked the breath from her. _An age of peace._


	14. xiv

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xiv.<p>

* * *

><p>But the longer she stood and stared at the tranquil world around her, the faster everything she had ever learned in her history classes at the Academy returned.<p>

No, this was not an age of peace.

War was still raging, if she remembered correctly. Only, in this time, the people of Konoha seemed much better at hiding it. Or it hadn't gotten as bad as it would. The exact number of years she had gone back was hazy, and the medic promptly blamed it on her rough landing.

With a sigh and a wistful smile, she trudged to the Tower.


	15. xv

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xv.<p>

* * *

><p>"I'd like to speak to the Hokage."<p>

The receptionist's sunny smile faltered. "Is Hokage-sama expecting you, Miss...?"

"No, but I think he will find what I have to say very important." Her temper's meager fuse - already drastically shortened by her time in the war - sparked dangerously. Cold jade eyes flashed while her smile showed a bit too much teeth.

As expected, if disappointingly, the woman quailed but recovered with a tremulous smile. "Thankfully, Sandaime-sama has finished his meetings for the day. By all means."

Sakura forced her expression to soften as she bowed, turning towards the Hokage's office.


	16. xvi

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xvi.<p>

* * *

><p>Though younger, the Third Hokage still appeared small and frail behind his desk. Sakura knew better, however.<p>

Dark eyes spoke of a strength worthy only of the Shinobi no Kami and she felt twelve years old again. She swallowed around a thick tongue and withdrew one scroll from her kunai pouch.

"Hokage-sama."

"Who are you?" Straight to the point, always.

"I believe this will explain." His eyes shifted and narrowed.

"From who?"

"The Hokage."

"Why would I want something from myself?"

"_My_ Hokage, Sandaime-sama." His attention shot to her again and sharpened, and Sakura felt her insides seize.

"Explain this."


	17. xvii

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xvii.<p>

* * *

><p>Tentative steps brought her to the desk, and the proffered scroll was plucked from her fingers.<p>

He carefully broke the Hokage's seal - raising an eyebrow as he did so - before scanning the contents. His seemingly-frail form stiffened and his eyes snapped to hers, flinty and sharp. "The Rokudaime?"

"Hatake Sakumo's son." She didn't know if Kakashi existed here yet.

"And you are here to help... Namikaze Minato?"

"The Yondaime. Starting with his childhood."

"Why?" His tone was damnably curious.

Her smile was bitter. "To prevent my present. The best way to do so is to help him along."

* * *

><p><strong>Author's note:<strong> Don't mind me while I update in the middle of my Statistics class.


	18. xviii

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xviii.<p>

* * *

><p>"What do you need from me, Sakura-san?" the Sandaime asked, an echo of the one from her time. There was no kindly old man that doted so lovingly on Naruto. Only the Hokage with a tentative trust in her, courtesy of a parchment from decades in the future.<p>

"I need Namikaze-san's records pulled so I can figure out how best to enter his life. I will try to steer him in the direction of the shinobi lifestyle as soon as possible." Though she did not want to force a life of blood and paranoia on anyone, it had to happen.


	19. xix

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xix.<p>

* * *

><p>"And once Namikaze-kun is in the Academy, your job is finished?" He sounded all too hopeful to have as little meddling from the future as possible.<p>

"Once that task is completed, I should move forward in time, according to Rokudaime-sama's jutsu. I don't know where I will land next, but you will be the first one I see once I do so." Sakura fought hard to keep the deadpan from her tone, lest she offend the man. Sarutobi didn't seem to notice.

"Very well, Sakura-san. I will have someone pull Namikaze-kun's records. I assume you are going to henge, then?"


	20. xx

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xx.<p>

* * *

><p>"I have a modified henge that will draw on as little chakra as possible for this task." The Sandaime's brows rose high upon his forehead. The roseate woman shrugged. "My chakra control is second to none, Hokage-sama."<p>

"Modest," he commented. Sakura felt her brow twitch.

"I live to please, Sandaime-sama," she said tartly. This roused a smile from the man, which only fueled her irritation.

"I'm sure you do. If you return to the front desk, someone will bring you Namikaze-kun's files. I'm sure you would like to find some place to rest before you begin your mission."

"Hai, Hokage-sama."


	21. xxi

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xxi.<p>

* * *

><p>Irritation boiled beneath her skin as she exited the Hokage's domain. Curious eyes followed her to the reception office, but she let the silent questions roll off her shoulders. She would not give in to the bone-deep instinct to stick to the shadows and slink unnoticed. She was the disciple of the Godaime Hokage, wayward time traveler, and savior of the unknown future.<p>

Hysteria in the form of giggles threatened to bubble forth, and that was when Sakura realized she desperately needed to sleep.

The medic dropped haphazardly into the nearest plastic chair, tipping her head back in obvious exhaustion.


	22. xxii

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xxii.<p>

* * *

><p>Something touched her shoulder. Every muscle tightened as chakra tumbled down her coils to pool in her fists. Her instincts screamed to grab the offender and break every bone and shred every tendon until there was nothing left but a bloody smear across her scarred knuckles.<p>

Instead, she breathed.

Tired eyes cracked open to peer at a kindly chuunin, and Sakura forced the tension from her body, offering a grimace-smile in return. Her stare gravitated to the file in the woman's hands, and the medic straightened so quickly her spine popped in four places. Grabbing the file, Sakura smiled gratefully.


	23. xxiii

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xxiii.<p>

* * *

><p>"Hokage-sama has set aside his private library for your research," the chuunin said, folding her hands behind her back. Her eyes widened meaningfully, and Sakura began to translate the polite conversation: <em>The Sandaime knows that you know about the underground library, and he has given you permission to utilize it, even though you'd probably sneak in anyway.<em>

Suddenly, Sakura did not feel so kindly towards the chuunin, and her eyes drifted to the hitai-ate tied to the woman's upper right arm. The kunoichi flushed, but didn't flinch. Somehow, Sakura could only feel deep disappointment at Sarutobi's choice of ANBU detail.


	24. xxiv

**Disclaimer:** Still don't own Naruto.

* * *

><p>xxiv.<p>

* * *

><p><em>How much of an idiot does he think I am<em>? she mused irritably, plastering a smile to her face as she got to her feet. "Thank you," Sakura's voice lowered as she brushed past the kunoichi, "ANBU-san." Smug satisfaction shot through her when the woman tensed, breath faltering.

She had the distinct feeling that some sort of asinine test had been laid before her by The Professor and though she hadn't found it particularly difficult, the Sandaime would hear about it by the time she left the Tower.

She hoped that her extensive knowledge allayed his fears, not strengthened them.


End file.
